LEGENDARY LADIES OF THE POETS

But since that I
At the last must part, 'tis best,
Thus to use myself in jest
By feigned deaths to die."

For another absence he has this gayer solace :

" By absence this good means I gain,
That I can catch her
Where none can watch her,
In some close corner of my brain.
There I embrace and kiss her ;
And so I both enjoy and miss her."

But the brave story, like all brave stories, had to
end ; and she was to leave Donne alone, with a new-
born child, their twelfth, when he was but forty-
two. Her death was to make him a great divine,
as her love had made him a great poet. Who does
not know those solemn lines written against his
burial:

" Whoever comes to shroud me, do not harm

Nor question much

That subtle wreath of hair about mine arm ;
The mystery, the sign, you must not touch,

For 'tis my outward soul
Viceroy to that, which unto Heav'n being gone,

Will leave this to control,
And keep these limbs, these provinces from dissolution."

As some of these half legendary women live as the
symbols of the great ways of loving, love's passion,
love's idealism, love's faithfulness, so others stand
for the more tender, playful aspects of love, or
survive by some trait of manner, some one charm,
or even some trick of dress. So Lesbia, as we have
said, lives by her little sparrow, which still chirps
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